THE         NOBLEMAN

who had that very evening received a note from
Valamcourt, slept peacefully; her dreams were born
of love and hope.

Valamcourt, in order to send her this note, had
bethought him of the gardener's daughter, to
whom Julia's kindness had attached her. This girl
willingly undertook the errand and prayed per-
mission of the old housekeeper to carry some fruit
to Julia. Madame Dutour, who, at heart, was not
unkind, and who had commenced to feel pity for
her mistress's distress, consented, and the girl, after
chatting a little with Julia, whispered to her that
she would find a letter at the bottom of the basket.
No sooner was Julia alone than she found it. This
was what she read:

" BELOVED AND LOVING JULIA,

" Since you, also, have the power of love, I
need not tell you all that I am feeling and suffering.
Indeed, how could I find words to describe it?
My design is rather to assure you that there is
nothing that I would not undertake, nothing that
I would not venture to deliver you from the
cruel hands that thrust us apart. ... It is not
possible that you will not consent, it is not
credible that you can share your father's ridiculous
prejudice. If I thought this, if I believed for one
moment that you might repent, that you might be
less happy, God knows how willingly I should
renounce all my own happiness. Tell me, Julia,
have you any such fears? My birth. . . . No,
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